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FOREWORD 


'^TECHNICALITIES  play  an  important  role  in 
•*•  sonnet  making.  The  apparently  rigid  rules  adapt 
themselves  wonderfully  to  the  needs  of  the  craftsman ;  and 
the  sonnefs  classical  form,  far  from  limiting  his  scope, 
seems  to  fit  itself  to  the  song  it  is  shaping.  Yet  the  magical 
welding  of  rhyme,  rhythm  and  idea  does  not  necessarily 
produce  a  fine  sonnet.  For  it  lends  its  supreme  beauty  only 
to  a  happy  handling  of  lofty  thought. 

A  vital  spirituality  dominates  all  lasting  poems,  and 
we  estimate  their  worth  by  the  extent  to  which  it  rouses 
our  inner  nature.  This  subtle  essence  is  the  very  life  of 
permanent  literature,  and  places  a  lyric  of  John  Keats  on 
a  level  with  an  Egyptian  temple  or  a  Gothic  cathedral. 
It  fills  us  with  irresistible  rapture,  and  we  begin  to 
realize  the  meaning  of  art,  and  forget  by  what  laborious 
paths  genius  has  travelled. 

Fifteen  of  the  sonnets  present  an  original  arrangement 
of  rhyme-endings,  if  not  a  new  form  of  sonnet.  Several 
are  experiments  of  a  musical  or  painter-like  character, 
such  as  the  word-orchestrating  of  "The  Last  Judgment" 

9 


and  "Michaelangelo" ;  others  are  decorative,  dramatic, 
or  the  na'tve  expression  of  a  moment.  "Death"  is  an 
example  of  the  new  sonnet-form.  The  absolute  symmetry 
of  the  rhyme-weaving  of  ocJet  and  sestet  enforces  the 
rhyme-unity  and  accentuates  our  all  too  inaudible  English 
rhyme.  Many  of  the  sonnets,  such  as  "Death"  are  built 
entirely  out  of  one  or  two  continued  metaphors. 

But  it  is  much  to  aspire  to  introducing  a  new  arrange- 
ment for  sonnet  makers,  and  the  present  writer  does  not 
pretend  to  have  overcome  the  almost  insurmountable  obstacles 
that  confront  the  composer  of  even  the  simplest  doggerel.  It 
is  only  with  the  belief  that  all  poetry,  howsoever  humble,  is 
a  necessary  part  of  the  tremendous  preparation  for  future 
poets,  that  this  little  volume  has  been  published. 

London,  September 
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SONNETS 


MICHAELANGELO 


THE  cypress  shadows  of  the  evening  shroud 
Two  silent  shapes,  the  sculptor  and  his  stone. 
One  mighty  bulk  emerges  from  a  zone 
Of  glistening  marble  like  a  thunder-cloud 
Whose  snowy  cime  enthrones  a  sibyl  bowed 
In  holy  meditation.    Bowed  in  woe 
The  other  gazes  on  the  embryo 
Of  Beauty's  stormy  child  and  moans  aloud. 

The  night  grows  shrill  with  song  and  dim  guitars, 

The  hills  with  happy  lovers  whispering; 

But  unto  such  as  he  there  is  no  rest : 

A  pregnant  vision  leaps  within  his  breast 

And  drains  his  soul  of  joy  and  suffering: 

Insatiate  he  feeds  upon  the  stars ! 


DEATH 


T^TERNAL  slumber  of  the  dreamless  dead, 

JL^  Thou  art  that  drowsy  paradise  of  peace 

We  weary  children  enter  when  our  lease 

Of  school-time  ends,  and  games  and  laughter  cease, 

And  we  lie  snugly  wrapped  within  thy  bed 

Of  clay:  life's  shattered  toys  all  scattered,  fled 

The  morning's  playmates: — when  pale  Love  hath  said 

Her  last  Good- night,  we  feel  the  dark  increase! 

Our  spirit's  only  immortality 

Lies  in  the  blossoms  of  a  vital  deed 

Whose  waning  flowers  toss  their  winged  seed 

Upon  the  winds  of  time.    One  acl  might  be 

The  wonder  of  a  million  Springs,  and  see 

Its  fruitful  harvests  fill  a  world  of  need. 
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DREAM  OF  FREEDOM 


NIGHT'S  lofty  altar,  lovely  with  the  fire 
Of  trembling  tapers,  looms  beneath  the  sky, 
Wherein  the  moon  swings  like  a  censer  high 
And  low,  and  priestly  lightnings  sanctify 
The  dim  cloud-congregations.    Like  a  choir 
Of  Angels  chants  the  wind.    But  harken !   Higher 
Than  organ's  towering  song  or  prayer's  spire 
God's  age  of  peace  chimes,  softly  as  a  sigh. 

Yet  when  night's  shrine  dissolves  and  nations  wake 

Filling  the  templed  silence  of  the  skies 

With  tuneless  sounds  of  toil  and  strife,  and  cries 

Of  anguish  and  despair,  then  joys  forsake 

Life,  as  in  prison  when  grim  jailors  shake 

The  sleepers,  and  their  dream  of  freedom  dies. 


SONNET  TO  KEATS 


DAY,  like  a  rainbow-borrowed  phantasy, 
Fades  from  the  sky,  where  moth-like  shadows  trail 
Their  gilded  pinions  to  the  hills  and  sail 
Across  the  evening  star,  weaving  a  veil 
Of  flame  to  clothe  her  virgin  purity 
And  hide  from  loveless  eyes  the  mystery 
Of  heavenly  death.    A  wondrous  melody 
Startles  the  woods:  a  drowsy  nightingale! 

The  song  is  like  his  soul,  the  wind  his  lyre, 

And  his  the  fairy-haunted  wilderness 

Within  our  hearts,  where  nymph-like  dreams  caress 

Pale  memories  and  elfin  passions  fire 

Our  clouded  thoughts,  kindling  a  strange  desire 

To  wake  in  death  or  swoon  of  love's  distress. 
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NOCTURNE 


NIGHT'S  rhythmic  silence,  like  a  fairy  spell, 
Grows  shrill  with  elfin  melodies  and  seems 
To  thrill  the  flower-haunted  dark  with  beams 
From  silver-petalled  stars  whose  scented  gleams 
Embower  heaven.    Soft!  The  restless  swell 
Of  flute-like  song  now  floods  the  river  dell: 
Enamoured  nightingales  in  music  quell 
Love's  fever  moaning  as  in  tender  dreams. 

Dim  harmony  of  sight  and  sound,  domain 
Of  deep  primaeval  peace,  with  everywhere 
The  speftral  moonlight  and  quick-pulsing  air, 
The  soul  of  flowers  and  nightingales'  wild  strain: 
O  breathless  night,  live  in  these  lines  again, 
That  men  may  walk  thy  poplar  groves  in  prayer. 
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THE  MILLENNIUM 


O  SPIRIT,  hark!  Dream  on,  unconquered  Mind, 
Shaping  the  universe  to  fit  thy  sense 
Of  beauty;  dream  of  that  fair  age  far  hence 
When  gray  Humanity  at  last  shall  find 
Eternal  quietude  in  Nature's  kind 
Fraternity;  yea,  lend  me  eloquence 
To  teach  my  brothers  their  omnipotence 
To  climb  the  stars  and  leave  the  clay  behind. 

There  is  a  haunting  glory  in  the  dark, 

A  loving  message  in  each  silent  flower, 

And  in  the  passing  clouds  enduring  art. 

Faint  thoughts  unfurl  their  pinions!  I  embark 

Upon  a  phantom  sea,  to  seek  that  hour 

When  love  shall  overflow  the  world's  great  heart. 
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THE  CATHEDRAL 


BUILD  thou  of  Wisdom  and  of  granite  Will, 
Upon  life's  wonder-island  far  above 
The  wilderness  of  voiceless  waves  that  fill 
Eternity,  a  shrine  to  heavenly  Love, 
That  there  thy  soul  may  dwell — its  holy  spirit, 
Thy  mind — high  priest,  with  mystic  celebration 
Chanting  love's  litany  for  God  to  hear  it, 
Thy  body,  bowed — a  silent  congregation. 

In  such  a  temple  Innocence  and  Peace 

Would  soon  assemble  Joys  that  never  cease! 

Forever  there  an  angel  choir  would  sing ; 

And  thou  wouldst  thrill  with  wonderment  as  when 

Great  organs  thunder  and  high  belfrys  ring 

And  trembling  hosts,  half-rising,  cry  Amen. 


THE  INDIVISIBLE 


IDEAL,  achievement,  dream;  three  things  I  name; 
Mind,  body,  soul — eternal  trinity: 
Star,  flower,  song — hints  of  infinity: 
Wisdom  and  Will  and  Love — divinity. 
Ay,  love  itself  is  prayer,  communion,  flame, 
An  arch  of  jewelled  hopes  whose  golden  frame 
Up  to  life's  zenith,  bright  as  sudden  fame, 
Glows  like  a  rainbow  built  on  death's  wild  sea. 

The  painted  truth  that  fails  to  please  the  eye, 
The  awkward  verse  that  makes  the  mind  its  goal, 
Music  that  feeds  the  sense  but  starves  the  soul, 
And  love  all  flesh,  mind,  soul,  that  would  deny 
Or  soul  or  mind  or  flesh,  are  doomed  to  die 
Like  folly  written  on  a  burning  scroll. 
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THE  LAST  JUDGMENT 


A  BURN  ING  tear  flowed  down  the  cheek  of  God, 
Leaving  a  crimson  wound  upon  the  dark; 
Young  blossoms  withered  into  frozen  sod; 
And  one  lone  human  creature  stiff  and  stark 
Beheld  its  panting  soul  beyond  life's  zone 
Escape  the  ebon  white-fanged  night,  that  rolled 
Through  heaven  with  the  wolflings'  hungry  moan 
Griping  each  world-corpse  in  eternal  cold. 
Bright  spirits  like  a  blaze  of  butterflies 
Hovered  about  a  budding  sun,  where  hosts 
Of  gleaming  seraphim  and  cloudlike  ghosts 
And  angels  rose  in  music  to  the  skies. 
Behold,  the  hordes  of  heaven  bow  in  prayer, 
And  waves  of  wondrous  silence  fill  the  air ! 


EF  FOLIATION 


IN  every  leaf,  or  blade  of  grass,  or  fern : 
In  every  flower  blooming  in  the  sea : 
In  every  bird,  or  moth,  or  honey-bee, 
Or  living  beast,  or  spirit  shadowy: 
And  deep  within  all  human  hearts  that  learn 
Through  pain  to  live  in  love,  to  peace  to  turn : 
And  even  in  the  wretched  soul  we  spurn : 
There,  slumbering,  dreams  an  infant  deity. 

Humbly  as  any  mother  labouring 

In  agony,  her  spirit  rapture-shod, 

Lo,  pregnant  Life  lies  couched  upon  Earth's  sod, 

Whilst  Death,  her  happy  lover,  gathering 

The  fiery  buds  of  night's  eternal  spring, 

Awaits  the  mystic  birth  of  myriad  God. 


26 


THE  INEFFABLE 


MAN'S  love  is  but  the  sparkle  of  an  arc 
Of  spiritual  benevolence  close-furled 
Around  the  Universe,  a  rainbow  curled 
About  the  ghost  of  Heaven  cold  and  stark. 
Our  stars  are  but  the  segments  of  a  spark 
Floating  upon  the  wind  of  some  vast  world, 
Whose  multitudinous  orb  is  likewise  hurled 
On  mighty  tides  across  the  stellar  dark, 
O  thou  my  Life,  say,  what  is  then  this  Earth 
On  which  we  spend  our  little  bliss?  "Above 
The  clouds  and  underneath  the  flowering  sod 
And  in  the  twilight  of  the  sea,  in  birth, 
Joy,  death,  there  is  no  budding  dream  of  God 
More  wondrous  than  two  human  souls  that  love." 
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AN  ANTIQUE  COLOSSUS 

THE  weary  sun  had  reached  the  bourn  of  fear, 
The  corpse-like  day  had  taken  night  to  wife, 
The  years  had  sheathed  in  death  his  sword  of  life : 
Great  Rameses  lay  shrouded  on  a  bier ! 

Fearful  the  Ethiopian  mourners  kept 

Each  solemn  rite,  their  black  ships  wrapped  in  flame ; 

Tearful  a  priestly  horde  in  darkness  came, 

And  lo  the  floating  hearse,  while  millions  wept. 

On  Egypt's  grave  still  slumbers,  carved  in  stone, 
This  warrior-giant  whose  omnipotence 
Looms  from  the  dusk  of  phantom  centuries ; 

Forever  in  the  desert  sands  alone 

He  lies,  matching  a  Pharaoh's  insolence 

With  Heaven's  unrelenting  mockeries. 
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MODERN  VENICE 

A  RHAPSODY 


MODERN  VENICE 

A  RHAPSODY 

I 

OH,  strange,  beneath  the  arches  shadowy 
Of  ancient  night,  illumined,  silent,  vast, 
A  slender  hearse-like  gondola  bore  me 
From  some  gray  shore  into  a  ghostly  past. 

Oh,  strange  as  death  it  seemed,  to  drift  between 
The  firmament  and  sky-reflecling  ocean, 
Where  moon-lit  cloud  and  planet  crystalline 
Lay  cradled  on  the  billow's  drowsy  motion. 

Oh,  stranger  still,  to  see  a  meteor  swoon 
And  perish  in  the  watery  gulf,  to  hear 
A  softly  tolling  bell  as  if  in  fear, 
And  feel  pale  towers  pointing  at  the  moon. 

Beneath  the  phantom  archway  of  the  night 
My  barque  fled  swiftly  as  a  thing  in  flight. 


II 

BENEATH  the  velvet-vaulted  heavens  gleamed 
A  coronet  of  stars  upon  the  sea, 
A  fairy  isle  whose  jewelled  lanterns  seemed 
An  overture  to  hospitality. 

There,  like  close-clustered  water-lilies,  bloomed 
White  palaces  and  wizard  towers  akin 
To  dusky-petalled  ships  that  dimly  loomed 
From  out  dark  channel-mouths  as  we  passed  in. 

I  saw  bright  moonbeams  on  the  waters  leap, 

And  heard  a  strain  of  music  on  the  air; 

Unearthly  odours,  darkness,  and  the  glare 

Of  rich-stained  windows,  weighed  my  lids  with  sleep. 

Smooth-featured  strangers  hailed  me  from  ashore; 
They  hailed  me  from  a  glittering  corridor. 


Ill 

O  WEET  bells  were  ringing  when  the  morning  rays 
O  Commingled  with  my  dreams  and  ended  sleep; 
A  pedlar-lad  sang  in  a  sultry  blaze 
That  made  the  azure  sky  seem  oceans  deep. 

The  narrow  court  was  crowded  with  a  group 
Of  comely  children  stretched  in  classic  ease 
Around  a  marble  well.    A  floating  troop 
Of  gondolas  passed  dancing  in  the  breeze. 

A  Gothic  shrine  on  Moorish  pillars  lay 
Beside  an  arching  bridge  across  the  stream, 
Whose  gray-green  mirror  caught  the  distant  gleam 
Of  coral  sails  upon  the  golden  bay. 

Sweet  bells  were  ringing  when  the  morning  hour 
Blossomed  above  the  city  like  a  flower. 
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IV 

WERE  centuries  of  patient  conquest  vain? 
In  vain  the  ancient  fleet,  the  pride  and  power? 
The  petals  of  the  waning  rose  remain 
On  winter's  snowy  bosom  for  an  hour. 

The  mellow  touch  of  time  marks  every  stone, 
The  soft  decay  of  years  in  beauty  drapes 
Its  hoary  monuments,  and  spares  alone 
The  lingering  grandeur  of  age-battered  shapes. 

It  is  the  city  of  Saint  Mark  I  sing, 

With  her  proud  pigeons  strutting  in  the  Square 

Before  a  temple  and  a  tower  mid-air 

Long  built  of  golden  sunlight  by  a  king. 

The  ancient  spirit  lingers  to  the  last : 
These  are  the  tomb-stones  of  a  mighty  past. 
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WAS  Venice  reared  to  prove  some  Doge's  right, 
Its  palaces  to  nourish  hate  and  spite; 
Did  Tintoretto  rise  to  Titian's  height 
To  give  an  idle  nation  mere  delight? 

Were  loving  fantasies  of  art  for  naught, 
That  through  the  tedious  centuries  were  wrought; 
The  sculptor's  stone  with  antique  meanings  fraught, 
That  by  a  generation's  blood  was  bought? 

Upon  an  island  in  a  quiet  stream 
These  priestly  seamen  gave  their  vision  birth, 
Gave  treasures  for  the  future  to  unearth : 
Their  deed  was  even  grander  than  their  dream. 

Manned  with  victorious  crews  of  centuries 
Ago  their  phantom  ships  still  sail  the  seas. 
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VI 

A  MELODY!  My  soul  in  bitterness 
Responds  to  every  melancholy  note : 
And  wingless  echoes  on  the  water  float, 

As  tender  as  a  maiden's  first  caress. 

* 

"  O  Thou  whose  glory  falls  like  golden  rain 
Upon  my  thirsting  spirit:  half  insane 
I  drink  of  heaven's  flood;  and  I  would  fain 
Unfold  thy  heart  to  passion's  hurricane. 

"  I  know  wan  hunger's  ache  in  every  vein, 
The  weary  journey  on  life's  burning  plain ; 
But  now,  poor  slave  of  Mammon,  I  may  drain 
With  thee  God's  brimming  cup  of  joy  and  pain." 

It  is  the  dawn  of  music  when  the  gray 
Of  evening  veils  the  countenance  of  day. 


VII 

WHILE  Day  and  Night  like  gentle  lovers  blend 
Their  starry  souls  in  blissful  innocence, 
A  breathless  girl  watches  the  moon  ascend, 
And  nears  a  shrine  as  if  in  penitence. 

The  shade  of  midnight's  velvet  blue  were  pale 
Beside  the  ebon  mirror  of  her  eye, 
Aglow  beneath  dark  lashes,  long  and  frail, 
Defying  art  to  live,  and  love  to  die. 

Pale  moonlight  on  her  paler  beauty  gleams, 

Where  rosy  buds  of  April  health  belong : 

She  hears  the  labouring  oar — the  lusty  song — 

Her  gondolier.   .  .     Pray  leave  them  to  their  dreams. 

It  is  the  dawn  of  joy  when  wanton  night 
Hides  in  her  cloak  the  thieves  of  sweet  delight. 
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VIII 

HOW  timidly  a  tiny  planet  blinks 
Above  the  barren  desert  of  the  west ; 
How  wearily  the  gray-winged  evening  sinks 
Upon  her  iridescent  cloud-built  nest. 

A  slender  barque  drifts  slowly  out  to  meet 
A  slumbering  moonbeam  on  the  drowsy  stream; 
The  amorous  Day  lies  in  his  winding-sheet, 
Leaving  the  solitude  of  Night  supreme. 

Impenetrable  darkness  ends  love's  story, 
Wrapping  the  city  in  its  magic  spell : 
Silence  profound,  with  one  lone  tolling  bell, 
And  two  bright  souls,  like  phosphorescent  glory 

Floating  upon  the  bosom  of  the  ocean, 
Upon  a  boundless  lake  of  dim  emotion. 


ANCIENT  VENICE 

A  RHAPSODY 


ANCIENT  VENICE 

A  RHAPSODY 


I 


NIGHT  lifts  her  speclral  shroud  from  the  lagoon, 
Where  floats  the  solemn  knell  of  priestly  bell 
That  from  some  Moorish  tower  tolled,  to  quell 
The  dawn-dance  of  moon-maddened  ghouls.  The  moon, 
Beyond  the  silver  cloud-bars  in  a  swoon, 
From  mermaids'  flood  and  fairy-haunted  dell 
And  witches'  bog,  enters  her  ocean  cell, 
And  yields  her  empire  to  the  lord  of  noon. 

Her  lifeless  eyes  on  lonesome  Guido  hover 

Who  loathes  the  sun  and  loves  the  midnight  star : 

Remembering  some  melancholy  lover 

He  murmurs,  fingering  a  mute  guitar, 

"  Oh,  mourn  with  me,  wan  Moon,  forevermore !  " 

And  shore  to  shore  re-echoes,  Evermore. 


A 


II 

FESTIVAL — the  pious  peers  declare 
To  waking  Venice  for  its  chosen  saint : 
Melodious  bells  and  banners  imaged  quaint 
Welcome  assembled  bishops,  and  Mark's  Square 
Riots  with  ducal  splendour,  damsels  fair 
Press  close  to  lovers  in  the  dance,  half  faint 
With  pleasure ;  brawlers  pause  with  tipsy  plaint 
To  call  the  Meek  One  nicknames  in  a  prayer. 

The  sapphire  skies  each  festive  impulse  share: 

The  clustering  clouds  like  congregations  come 

Piling  up  pearly  castles  in  the  air, 

A  white  and  wondrous  sculptured  Christendom, 

Till  alabaster  domes  delight  the  eye, 

And  cloud-built  homes  with  earthly  temples  vie. 
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Ill 

TWO  swan-like  barques  of  snow-white  roses  wrought 
Upon  a  lake  of  blue-bright  waves  appear, 
And  other  gleaming  boats  of  golden  gear 
All  laden  low  with  ladies  of  the  court. 
Rose-pelting  wars  are  waged  with  merry  jest: 
A  warrior  storms  a  woman's  lily  bower, 
Who,  mocking,  wounds  him  with  a  glancing  flower 
Still  warm  from  wilting  on  her  virgin  breast.   .   . 

Boom,  boom,  O  grumbling  summons  on  the  sea! 
O  sudden  fate,  in  fearful  ecstasy 
They  heed  thy  dreadful  tidings,  stricken  dumb, 
Conscious  of  giant  guests  for  conquest  come. 
"  The  Ottoman!  "  pale-featured  seamen  cry, 
While  peals  of  thunder  shake  the  darkening  sky. 
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A    HUNDRED  wild-tongued  bells  the  tidings  spread; 
Ik  A  thousand  trumpets  wed  with  rattling  drums; 
While  silently  the  sullen  foeman  comes, 
And  sunlit  seas  turn  gray,  as  if  o'erhead 
Invisibly  vast  pinions  passing  shed 
Their  gloom.    Lo,  like  a  stab  upon  the  sky, 
The  navy  flaunts  her  banner  heaven-high, 
Mark's  golden  lion  on  a  field  of  red. 

Ten  thousand  crimson  oars  now  flash  and  foam, 
And  banks  of  scarlet  sails  bend  to  the  breeze ; 
Ten  thousand  souls  must  perish  or  bring  home 
A  smiling  victory  from  scowling  seas: 
Lo,  where  the  busy  lightnings  bloom  and  bud, 
San  Marco's  lion  on  a  sea  of  blood! 
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V 
S  warring  skies  blot  out  the  blue  of  heaven 


And  rouse  old  Ocean  from  his  dreamless  sleep : 
As  storms  tear  from  the  many-mountained  deep 
Its  myriad  white-maned  avalanches,  driven 
By  racing  charioteers  whose  rearing  waves 
Plunge  shoreward :  so  the  dread  armadas  come, 
The  white-stoled  Mussulmans  of  heathendom, 
Lashing  black  files  of  sweating  galley-slaves. 

The  monstrous  navies  gripe  with  shuddering  power, 

And  toil  in  hatred  on  the  tortured  flood; 

Now  mad  with  lust  of  life  they  know  no  shame, 

Now  white  with  fear  of  fearful  pain  they  cower. 

A  cannon's  lightning  sets  the  sea  aflame! 

The  human  tempest  leaps  in  waves  of  blood! 
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VI 

BEHOLD,  behold,  the  living  shape  of  Death 
Stalking  in  frenzied  triumph  to  and  fro, 
Behold,  behold,  the  fleshless  hand  of  Death 
Dealing  destruction,  desolation,  woe. 
Nay,  turn  thy  tortured  eyes  away,  for  Death 
Pollutes  the  sea  with  blood  of  friend  and  foe : 
Each  deck  is  black  with  men  that  breathe  no  breath, 
The  ocean  red  from  men  that  sleep  below. 

The  ever-quickening  drum  of  battle  beats 

Its  savage  song  in  every  weary  heart; 

The  dwindling  foeman  staggers  and  retreats, 

His  sinking  scattered  galley-ships  depart. 

Behold,  a  phantom  seems  to  balk  their  flight, 

Then  with  a  shriek  of  triumph  fades  from  sight. 


VII 

A  DEEP  and  sudden  silence  on  the  sea : 
A  hoarse  command,  a  cheer,  a  crush  of  bone, 
A  startling  crash  of  ships,  a  dying  groan: 
Then  cloud  and  wave  proclaim  the  victory, 
And  bells  and  bugles  echo,  Victory. 
And  lo,  the  sun  bursts  through  a  scarlet  zone; 
His  mellow  glory  lights  each  mossy  stone, 
And  blushing  Venice  shouts  for  victory. 

Within  the  circle  of  a  rainbow's  fire 

Seaward  our  sailors  board  the  last  brave  galley; 

While  comely  kneeling  nuns  give  grace  in  choir, 

And  joyous  monks  in  solemn  chorus  rally. 

Two  golden  ships  come  laughing  up  the  main, 

Though  many  brave  men  bleed,  and  some  are  slain. 
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VIII 

TO  craze  his  holy  phantom  with  delight 
We  pledge  the  good  Saint  Mark  in  deep  red  wine 
To  build  of  amethyst  and  marble  white 
A  tapering  tower  and  a  flower-like  shrine. 
Unhappy  Lady,  mourn  no  more  thy  knight, 
But  to  my  lonesome  heart  thy  grief  resign : 
For  dreaming  sinks  the  sun,  and  heavenly  night 
All  flushed  and  wondrous  to  his  gaze  doth  shine. 

Come,  share  love's  tender  madness,  yield  to  pleasure, 
Drifting  upon  the  sea  where  sirens  sing : 
Gray  day  must  never  dawn  nor  love  find  leisure 
To  sigh  one  smothered  word  'twixt  swoon  and  kiss; 
Nay,  morn  must  never  dawn  nor  morrow  bring 
To  lovers'  lips  the  fulsome  dregs  of  bliss. 
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IX 

SHRUNKEN  moon  has  risen  spedre-white 
Above  the  weary  town  where,  on  the  brink 
Of  yawning  waters,  dusky  houses  blink 
At  ancient  belfrys  looming  into  light. 
No  soul  beams  from  that  visage  blinding-bright; 
All  shadows  from  those  hollow  eyelets  shrink ; 
No  life  revives  the  palsied  rays  that  sink 
Upon  lone  Guido  drifting  through  the  night. 

Lone  as  the  ghostly  tolling  of  a  bell, 

The  quiet  evening's  phosphorescent  star; 

He  dreams  of  some  beloved  damozel, 

And  sings  while  plucking  at  a  mute  guitar, 

"  Oh,  mourn  with  me,  wan  Moon,  forevermore !  " 

Forevermore,  is  answered  by  the  shore. 
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REVELATION 


IN  his  own  image  Man  created  God, 
The  Devil  and  the  Host  Olympian; 
He  peopled  every  planet  with  his  clan, 
And  even  claims  the  poor  orang-outang 
As  his  much-honoured  cousin;  and  of  sod 
And  his  left  rib  accounts  for  Woe,  who  trod 
His  footpath,  aped  his  sins,  obeyed  his  nod — 
Until  she  learned  to  question,  Who  made  man? 

Those  riddles  of  the  amazonian  sphinx 
That  worried  into  wrinkled  care  the  span 
Of  Egypt's  dusky  brow  seem  clearer  than 
The  secret  of  his  birth.    Yet  Woeman  winks 
At  Woeman,  looking  wondrous  wise,  and  thinks 
A  blushing  truth,  and  answers :   /  made  man. 


A  FANTASY 


THE  song-birds  hushed  their  flute-notes,  it  was  noon: 
Vista  of  wooded  hills,  and  fields  a-flower 
With  daisies  yellow-eyed,  as  though  an  hour 
Of  chilly  midnight  dew  had  clothed  young  June 
In  winter's  bridal  veil.    At  dusk  the  moon 
Rose  rainbow-tinted  in  a  sudden  shower 
Of  stars.    And  lo,  I  felt  the  wizard  power 
Of  beauty  as  I  watched  the  daylight  swoon. 

Just  at  the  brink  of  night  glistened  the  soul 

Of  an  astral  fay,  whose  silver  waving  hair 

And  jewelled  eyes  and  lips  were  far  too  fair 

For  mortal  worship.    From  the  earth  she  stole 

A  spray  of  golden  buttercups.    "  For  you, 

Dear  Dream!  "  she  cried;  and  vanished  from  my  view. 


EDEN 


IN  love's  first  paradise,  now  mine  and  thine, 
Whose  happy  millions  vanish  through  the  gate 
Of  passion,  heedless  of  the  tollsman  Fate 
Who  curses  all  who  pass  the  bourn  divine: 
There  let  us  pause  beneath  the  hill's  incline 
To  feel  the  far-off  spell  of  Hymen's  great 
White-templed  silence,  and  anticipate 
Dim  later  years  within  love's  holy  shrine; 
There  gather  in  the  mellow  golden  hours, 
While  earth  and  sky  and  river  lavish  peace 
On  more  than  friendship  and  scarce  less  than  love: 
That  ever  like  two  rare  perennial  flowers 
Our  spirits,  freed  of  cares  that  never  cease, 
May  bloom  in  wonder  to  the  heavens  above. 
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BE  THOU  EVER  WISTFUL 


O  HOULD  lawless  passions  steal  through  every  vein 
O  And,  thirsting,  tempt  thy  heart  to  pay  the  price 
Of  sin  and  taste  the  purple  wine  of  vice, 
Pause — myriad  spirit-hands  within  thee  rein 
The  immemorial  beast  that  would  profane 
The  altars  of  thy  heart,  and  sacrifice 
Thy  progeny,  loading  the  mighty  dice 
Of  destiny  with  a  heritage  of  pain. 

And  when  thy  soul  bows  in  a  prayer  of  love 

With  consort  dear,  if  passionate  desires 

Wake  like  a  wind  and  amorous  thunders  wed, 

Then  be  thou  ever  wistful,  for  above 

Thy  midnight  madness  frown  the  starry  fires 

Of  fate:  lest  love's  own  lightnings  strike  ye  dead. 
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PARADOXICAL 


PARADOXICAL 


1 


WE  trace  our  joy  amongst  the  stars  that  burn 
High  in  the  night  and  in  the  flowers  that  lend 
Their  fragrance  to  life's  pilgrimage,  and  spend 
The  years  in  quest  of  symbols  to  discern 
Love's  mystic  destiny,  seeking  to  learn 
Of  pain  eternal  wisdom,  while  we  wend 
Our  way  within  a  troubled  dream,  or  blend 
Our  lonesome  souls  in  passion's  golden  urn. 

Yet  as  in  mockery  I  hear  the  laugh, 
The  weary  laugh,  of  priests  who  feasting  fling 
Their  jests  at  Hell  and  lust  for  Heaven  above: 
"The  melancholy  hours  are  but  life's  chaff 
To  feed  the  wind,  while  Death  is  harvesting 
The  fruits  of  mortal  happiness  and  love." 


57 


II 

BENEATH  the  flower-woven  robes  of  Spring 
The  newly  dead  lie  buried  in  the  dust 
Of  long-forgotten  empires,  and  while  lust 
Devours  the  young  and  care  is  harvesting 
The  aged,  weary  generations  cling 
Like  pestilence  to  Earth :  a  pallid  rust 
Upon  the  scythe  of  Time,  a  crumbling  crust 
For  maggots'  feast:  knave,  priest,  pope,  pauper,  king. 

And  yet,  dear  partner  in  unending  love, 
The  fangs  of  jealous  sorrow  leave  no  smart 
Keen  as  the  ecstasy  of  our  amours : 
All  lovers  know  that  here,  and  far  above 
The  star-spun  veil  of  night,  and  in  the  heart 
Of  God,  such  joy  and  joy  alone  endures. 


EARLY  SONNETS 


A  VISION 


BELOVED,  I  beheld  one  shivering  night 
The  moon  spill  from  her  ghostly  crystal  sphere 
A  phantom  shape  that  fed  upon  her  light, 
Her  feeble  light  so  wan  and  full  of  fear. 

And  I  beheld  one  palsied  star  take  flight 

And  plunging  into  darkness  disappear; 

My  fancy  too  beyond  the  dark  took  flight 

And  plunged  through  slumber's  dusky  atmosphere. 

There  I  beheld  the  silent  apparition 

Of  weeping  Love  who  leaned  upon  pale  woes 

Lost,  lost  for  ever,  in  the  speflral  snows 

That  clothe  the  height  of  man's  forlorn  ambition. 

And  as  I  slept  two  white  wings  fanned  my  brow 
And  other  angels  whispered  it  was  thou. 

i899 
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THE  NEW  MOON 


SOFTLY  through  the  purpling  air  the  sun 
Dissolves  into  a  sea  of  violet  mist, 
Leaving  a  heritage  of  rainbows  spun 
Of  opal,  turquoise,  pearl,  and  amethyst. 

Softly  over  knoll  and  valley  comes 
Weird  music  as  of  war  within  a  dream : 
Faint  elfin  bugle-calls  and  shadowy  drums, 
While  spirit-armies  clash  and  signals  gleam. 

Softly  stirring  on  a  leafy  quill 

Each  tiny  wild-flower  feels  the  fairy  spell; 

The  dizzy  insecls  pause  mid-air  and  quell 

Their  busy  murmurs;  then  the  night  grows  shrill: 

For,  oh  so  softly,  through  a  silvery  veil 
Of  vapour  glides  the  Crescent,  deathly  pale. 

1900 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  LOVE 


A:ROSS  the  mystic  hollow  of  the  night 
Whose  countless  tearful  eyes  with  slumber  close, 
Across  that  silent  valley,  up  the  height 
Of  many-mountained  dawn,  still  tipped  with  snows 
Of  starry  light,  a  tidal  glory  flows. 
The  purple  moonbeams,  waning  lily-white, 
Commingle  with  the  bloom  of  morning's  rose, 
Whose  flaming  petals  on  the  clouds  alight. 
Beyond  this  primal  stillness  breathlessly 
The  darkling  day  like  budding  hope  is  felt; 
The  drooping  moon  and  way-worn  star-worlds  melt 
To  golden  mist  above  the  quiet  sea. 

Thus  sorrows  fade  in  passion's  early  morn 
When  in  prismatic  splendour  love  is  born. 

1901 


BECALMED 


THE  drowsy  wind  hath  lulled  the  waves  to  sleep, 
The  restless  drooping  sails  with  slumber  fill, 
The  drifting  stars  through  half-closed  eyelids  peep, 
And  all  except  my  joyful  heart  is  still. 

Kneeling  before  thy  bosom's  ivory  shrine 
In  silence  I  adore  thee,  dear,  at  rest, 
And  priestlike  serve  the  holy  bread  and  wine 
Of  love  in  sweet  communion  at  thy  breast. 

The  rising  moon  leans  from  a  silvery  cloud 
And  pours  her  pallid  essence  on  the  ocean, 
Filling  each  lowly  wave  with  mystic  light; 

One  rising  thought  leans  from  a  dusky  crowd 

Of  dreams  and  thrills  my  breast  with  deep  emotion : 

Thy  touch  grows  tender  as  the  breathless  night ! 

igoi 
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DIORAMA 


NO,  no,  I  reel  not!    Come,  another  round, 
A  health  to  these  our  sweethearts.    Dear,  to  you ! 
Behold  within  mine  arms  fair  Hebe  crowned 
With  roses,  generous  to  all  who  woo. 

Come,  let  us  drink  to  every  nymph  renowned 
In  antique  bacchanalian  retinue; 
Let  memory  in  blood-red  wine  be  drowned, 
And  care  in  sparkling  gold  bid  joy  adieu. 

Joy?    Oh,  the  curse  of  this  wild  mockery, 
With  Her  unbidden  features  haunting  me: 
Bravely  I  empty  passion's  cup,  but  see 
Her  melancholy  phantom  taunting  me. 

Drink,  Comrades;   I  but  jest.    The  wine  I  take 
May  help  forget.    May  help  my  heart — to  break. 

1902 


THE  UNIVERSAL  LAW 


WHAT  sovereign  Law  of  Cosmos  beautifies 
The  world,  as  kingly  wind-made  waves  adorn 
The  wanton  sea?  What  secret  underlies 
A  rose's  loveliness  and  whence  the  thorn? 

What  destiny  unites  our  starry  skies 
To  virgin  space  that  maiden-like  doth  scorn 
The  wooing  sun,  to  dream  with  inward  eyes 
Through  endless  night  of  macrocosms  unborn? 

Some  answer,  mocking,  "Why  for  wisdom  yearn: 
Fond  Death  may  lisp  God's  purpose  to  dead  ears." 
And  others  cry,  "  Heed  not  these  empty  fears, 
Nor  from  Death's  nuptial  chamber  rise  to  learn." 

But  I  say,  heed,  lest  ye  remain  mere  sod: 
That  One  great  Law  is  Love  and  Love  is  God. 
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ATLANTIS  AND  THE 

ANTEDILUVIAN  SEA 

AVAKE  in  the  gray  of  the  morning 
the  amorous  ocean 
Doth  foam  of  love's  fever  to  soothe 

the  lone  hills  with  caresses, 
And  tenderly  sighs  to  the  shore 

his  primaeval  emotion, 
While  showering  tears  on  the  motionless 
bosom  he  presses. 

Beyond  the  pale,  tremulous  sea,  like 

a  vision  of  love, 
Aglow  with  a  golden  and  wine-coloured 

joy  from  the  sun, 
And  gleaming  like  mountainous,  white-sculptured 

domes  high  above 
The  dawn-light,  her  beautiful  form  fills 

the  vast  horizon. 

The  drowsy  half-slumbering  waves 

from  her  cloud-helmet  borrow 
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Pure  gold  as  they  glister  and  glimmer 
and  glide  on  to  land; 

Alas,  like  false  hope,  they  must  die 
on  the  merciless  sand, 

While  loud-moaning  surges  give  voice 
to  his  pitiful  sorrow: 

"  Repent,  cruel  Earth,  lest  the  dream 
of  thy  soul  be  in  vain ; 

Oh,  yield  thy  dear  virginal  breast 

to  the  breast  of  the  Main ! " 

1902 
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MID-ATLANTIC 


BRINY  foam  and  swift  surges  of  spray  hiss 
and  sting  at  the  night, 
And  the  gale  snatches  ice  from  the  crest 
of  each  labouring  wave ; 
The  grim  thundering  ship  plunges 
into  a  watery  grave, 

And  then  up  where  the  firmament  glistens 
with  crystals  of  light. 

Overhead  half- concealed  gleams  an  eye 

from  a  gap  in  the  storm, 
And  the  face  of  the  night  and  the  breast 

of  the  ocean  grow  pale 
As  the  moon  showers  silver  and  faint  purple 

flame  in  her  trail 
Over  myriad  mountains  that  throb 

as  if  living  and  warm. 

Is  this  boundless,  this  fathomless  desert 
the  world's  final  shroud? 
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The  unsepulchred  ghost  of  the  slow-ebbing 

leperous  years? 
Or  the  gods'  bitter  cup  brimming  over 

with  sad  human  tears? 
Nay,  the  innocent  Mother  of  man,  beast 

and  bird,  plant  and  cloud. 

Gentle  sonnet,  pray  carry  me  seaward 
and  help  to  remember 

The  wild  song  of  the  sky  when  the  waves 
dance  in  windy  December! 
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RECENT  SONNETS 


THE  NIGHT  CHRIST  DIED 


HE  floated  helpless  on  a  sea  of  blood, 
And  saw  beneath  night's  starry  funeral  pyre 
A  ghastly  moon,  whose  dripping  wheel  of  fire 
Still  crushed  to  wine-red  moments  of  desire 
Love's  purple-clustered  aeons.    From  this  flood 
Half  waking  he  beheld  the  hell-born  bud 
Of  dawn,  and  heard  above  his  bosom's  thud 
A  mighty  sob,  and  felt  his  soul  expire. 

Flame-crested  waves  across  his  visage  streamed 
Hot  draughts  of  bitter  shame,  as  if  to  add 
Life's  pain  to  death  and  make  the  dead  soul  sad. 
The  hour  that  Jesus  died  thus  Judas  dreamed, 
And  as  he  tossed  on  stormy  seas  it  seemed 
That  God  and  all  His  Universe  were  mad. 
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REVERIE 


THE  slumbering  ocean  of  my  soul  is  roused 
By  the  flame  and  thunder  of  a  stormy  dream : 
Upon  the  billows'  verdant  mountains  gleam 
The  nimblest  fleece-white  flocks  that  ever  browsed 
And  gambolled  under  heaven.    In  the  gloom 
And  tangle  of  love's  sea-deep  wilderness 
Thou,  dear  one,  art  the  mermaid-shepherdess 
Down  where  the  bloodless  passions  bud  and  bloom. 

My  grief-spent  spirit,  like  a  weary  gull 

That  hears  its  mistress  calling  from  their  cave 

Above  the  sea;  no  longer  is  the  slave 

Of  sorrow  when  I  hear  by  miracle 

Thy  siren  song  within  the  tempest's  lull, 

Blent  with  the  harp-notes  of  a  wind-swept  wave. 
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THE  MEDITERRANEAN 


BLUE  as  the  depths  of  India's  cloudless  dome 
The  glittering  billows  pass,  like  emperors  gowned 
In  flowing  silver  stole,  with  emeralds  wound 
O'er  purple  scarf  and  ermine  cape,  and  crowned 
In  golden  sunbeams.    Solemnly  they  roam 
The  sea,  their  footprints  leaving  a  pale  foam 
Like  cobwebs  from  the  ocean's  catacomb, 
Their  footfalls  on  the  air  a  ghostly  sound. 

Lo,  glistening  like  an  opal  on  the  tide, 
With  ivory  chariot  and  pearl-white  steed, 
One  hoary  warrior,  leaping  up  to  lead 
The  august  legions,  falls.    Then  others  ride 
Before  the  vast  bejewelled  hosts  that  glide 
Beyond  our  ken  bent  on  some  kingly  deed. 
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AND  MAN  IS  FLESH  AND  MIND 
AND  SPIRIT 

I  DREAD  to  look  upon  my  many  selves, 
The  different  natures  dwelling  in  my  soul : 
The  ugly  reptile  reeking  in  his  hole, 
The  chained  tiger  chafing  at  control. 
And  oh,  the  madcap  band  of  cruel  elves 
Mocking  the  lonely  poet  as  he  delves 
Amongst  life's  volumes,  seeking  on  the  shelves 
Of  memory  his  heart's  tear-written  scroll. 

A  golden  glory  trembles  on  the  air, 
The  gleam  of  spirit-wings  is  over  me, 
And  to  my  ear  a  wondrous  melody 
Whispers  its  benediction.   May  I  dare 
To  love  my  Seraph  Self  until  I  share 
His  god-like  power,  his  deep  serenity. 
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DOLOUR 


A  SAVAGE  warrior  within  my  breast 
Usurps  love's  gentle  anarchy  of  peace, 
Where  comrade  thoughts  with  many  a  blithe  caprice 
And  fancy  dwelt  in  freedom  unconfessed. 

His  shield  is  graven,  Slay  Me  And  Be  Blessed! 
But  when  I  battle  bravely  to  release 
Life's  widowed  hopes,  his  winged  darts  increase 
My  woe  and  make  of  me  a  sorry  jest. 

Yet  molten-silver  tears  of  pity  flow 
Beneath  the  lightnings  of  his  iron  frown, 
And  while  his  brazen  heel  is  trampling  down 

The  billion  buds  that  in  youth's  April  blow, 

The  harvests  of  the  future  he  shall  sow 

With  jewelled  comforts  from  his  golden  crown. 


77 


BIRTH 


THOU  ceremonious  lord,  the  dreaded  guest 
Alike  of  emperor  and  humble  clown, 
The  scourge  of  willing  slaves  beneath  thy  crown 
Who  breed  thy  foolish  broods :   reveal  the  jest 
And  pleasantry  of  thy  mysterious  quest 
From  star  to  hearth :  yea,  herald  thy  renown 
To  breathless  multitudes  who,  praying,  drown 
The  eye  of  expectation  and  call  thee  blest. 

Unmask,  fair  Sir,  drunk  with  the  bitter  wine 
Of  many  an  early  grape  and  many  a  tear 
From  every  race  and  clime;  thy  carrion  breath 
Betrays  the  meek  disguise  and  sad  design 
Of  thine  ungainly  etiquette  and  leer: 
Wan  reveller,  unmask;  unmask,  O  Death! 


LIFE  AND  DEATH 


A  SOLEMN  slow-paced  flower-shrouded  hearse, 
Crawling  before  a  sombre-robed  procession 
Through  flowing  boulevards  in  full  progression, 
Makes  breathless  throbbing  multitudes  disperse 
In  holy  awe,  as  if  the  sable  curse 
Of  Death  dispelled  their  money-mad  obsession 
And  bowed  their  hearts  in  prayerful  confession 
Of  higher  worship  than  a  golden  Purse. 

Oh,  look  into  the  wanton  face  of  Life 

And  feel  beneath  her  careworn  cheek  the  skull ; 

Then  gently  turn  and  gaze  upon  the  dull 

Dead  face  of  Death :  and  lo,  each  form  seems  rife 

With  hidden  prophecies,  a  silent  strife 

To  tell  the  Soul  its  future  chronicle. 
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ANSWERING  A  STRANGER'S  LETTER 


BROTHER,  thy  kingly  words  reveal  a  man 
Happy  in  fruitful  work  and  flowering  dream; 
A  fearless  comrade,  blithe  and  strong.    They  seem 
To  veil  an  Inward  spirit,  too,  a  wan 
And  wounded  Christ  nailed  to  a  cross  of  fire 
Staring  upon  the  world  with  eyes  that  stream 
With  anguish  and  warm  love:  (O  world  agleam 
With  hungry  eyes  and  eyes  of  greed  and  ire!) 

And  following  thee  beyond  the  dusk  of  day 
I  find  thy  darkling  face  held  heavenward 
Where  starry  tapers  shed  their  purity 
Upon  God's  midnight  altar;  and  I  say 
To  thee  within  His  temple  that  my  sword 
Like  thine  is  drawn  to  serve  Humanity. 
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PHANTOM  GRIEF 


O  PHANTOM  grief,  from  what  necropolis 
Of  shrouded  empires  loved  of  Ashtareth 
Or  Aphrodite  comest  thou  in  death 
With  horror-haunted  dreams  to  steal  my  breath? 
Let  not  thine  antique  terrors  blight  our  bliss, 
Thou  melancholy  metamorphosis, 
As  I  with  tender  longings  bend  to  kiss 
My  bride  who,  strangely  quiet,  slumbereth. 

As  prowls  a  stealthy  spoiler  bent  on  robbing 
One  princely  warrior  of  gems  of  wonder, 
So  thou,  bold  apparition,  seeking  to  plunder 
Love's  battle-field,  comest  with  poniard  probing 
To  find  my  life's  rare  pearl,  while  I  lie  sobbing 
Within  her  arms  and  hear  her  heart's  dim  thunder. 
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THE  BLIND 


BLINDMAN,  thou  mayest  know  when  honest  tears 
Fall  with  a  penny's  blessing  for  thy  plight; 
But  canst  thou  too  believe  that  some  have  sight, 
Yet  heed  naught — till  their  souls  grow  dull  to  light, 
And  darkness  reigns?  Wretched  and  full  of  fears 
For  famine's  tooth  and  Mammon's  foolish  jeers 
They  pass  like  phantoms  groping  through  the  years 
As  if  each  gentle  day  were  endless  night. 

They  are  more  blind  than  thou,  more  deaf,  more  dumb, 

For  having  eyes  that  never  see  the  shame 

Of  slavery  and  tongues  that  speak  nor  blame 

Nor  word  of  anguish,  though  the  battle-drum 

Of  Liberty  resounds  and  legions  come 

With  crimson  flags  and  crimson  hearts  aflame. 
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NAPLES 


VENERABLE  princess,  crouching  in  thy  gown 
Of  faded  silks,  whose  every  tattered  seam 
Recalls  a  former  triumph,  what  faint  dream 
Of  happier  years  troubles  thy  calm  supreme? 

Hill-throned,  and  with  the  emerald  sky  thy  crown, 
From  pearly  cloud  to  turquoise  sea  look  down, 
Where  bald  Vesuvius  beacons  thy  renown 
And  paints  with  starless  night  the  sun's  bright  beam. 

A  mournful,  melancholy  belfry  tolls 

Thine  hour  of  holy  sleep.    Say,  dost  thou  heed 

Thy  people's  cries,  and  mourn  to  see  them  breed 

In  gloomy  high-piled  caves  and  dens,  like  moles, 
And  see  them  steep  in  blood-black  wine  their  souls, 
Confounded  by  the  cruel  hand  of  need  ? 


TO  A  LADY  SINGING 


T   TNNUMBERED  pallid  centuries  shall  bloom 

V_J    Along  the  desert  of  Eternity, 

And  still  the  glory  of  dead  Greece  must  be 

Beauty's  lone  beacon  gleaming  from  a  tomb 

Of  deathless  triumphs.    It  is  yet  our  doom 

To  love  old  dreams,  to  hear  from  cime  to  sea 

Dim  epic  thunders,  while  indifferently 

We  weave  some  antique  jest  upon  life's  loom. 

Yea,  even  thou  art  Spartan,  nightingale 
With  lips  of  Christ-like  purity,  whose  eyes 
Like  heaven's  dusk  behind  the  stars  do  veil 
Unfathomed  depths  of  spirit;  no  disguise 
Could  hide  thy  classic  grace,  the  pride  and  prize 
Of  Athens'  monarch: — Philomela,  hail! 
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RESURRECTION 


BLEST  is  the  wretch  who  pays  life's  fearful  toll, 
And  passes  through  the  gates  of  anguish,  led 
By  grim  despair,  to  lie  within  death's  bed 
And  press  an  aching  bosom  sick  with  dread 
To  death's  still  heart.   Thrice  blessed  is  the  soul 
Who  seeks  beyond  his  pain  God's  hidden  goal 
And  from  the  tomb — still  living — strives  to  roll 
The  stone  of  sin  and  leap  beyond  the  dead. 

Out  of  the  wreck  and  ruin  of  old  hopes, 
Serene,  he  enters  his  new  mortal  state, 
As  unencumbered  by  his  early  freight 
As  any  heavenly  spirit.    Lo,  he  gropes 
No  more  in  error :  doors  of  Truth  he  opes, 
And  his  I  WILL  would  stay  the  hand  of  Fate. 

June,  1910 


SONNET  TO  A  STATUE 


AS  some  lone  Pagan,  worshipping  the  moon 
Floating  upon  dim  seas  of  speclral  cloud, 
Yields  to  sweet  agonies  and  cries  aloud 
His  sense  of  joy,  likewise  my  senses  swoon 
Before  the  moonlit  pallor  of  this  stone 
Shaped  to  the  sunlight  of  some  hero's  proud 
Young  body;  every  lovely  part  endowed 
With  eloquent  appeal  to  Passion's  throne. 

Meek  pilgrim  seeking  Beauty's  hermitage, 

Pale  apparition  of  the  world's  desire, 

Dumb  child  of  deathless  dreams,  thy  godlike  birth 

Hath  roused  our  nation's  heart  to  prudish  rage, 

When  Athens  would  have  danced  to  thee,  with  lyre 

And  martial  sacrifice  and  festive  mirth. 
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NON-RESISTANCE 


OLD  Man,  who  will  not  look  beyond  the  Right, 
Whose  lamb-like  nature  cannot  play  the  game 
Of  greedy  wolf,  and  by  a  brother's  shame 
Devour  a  benefit:  thou  wouldst  not  blame 
The  brute  that  sheared  thy  silver  fleece,  nor  bite 
Thy  slaughterers,  although  thou  hadst  their  might 
And  they  were  bound  and  helpless  in  thy  plight : 
Such  guiltless  glory,  Tolstoi,  is  thy  fame. 

The  tender  heart  of  one  white  Lamb  was  stilled 

Upon  the  Cross  by  Roman  wolves;  and  then 

A  holy  fever  conquered  Rome;  but  when 

Her  soul  knew  peace,  her  Shepherd-Kings  did  build 

The  Fold  of  Jesus:  that  the  world  be  filled 

With  friendly  flocks  of  gentle,  fearless  men. 
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